
The fweet ft. deer ft creature’s dead:& vengeance for’t 
EMot drop d downe yet. 

Lord. The higher powres forbid. 

Pan I lay {he’s dead: lie fwear'e. If wordier oath 
Preuailc nor, go and fee: if you can bring 
TinclutCjorluftre in her lip,her eye 
Hcatc outwardly, or breath within, lie ferue you 
As I would do the Gods. But, O thou Tyrant, 

Do not jepent thefe things, for they are heauicr 
Then a 1 thy woes can ftirre: therefore betake thee 
To nothing but difpaire. A thoufand knees. 

Ten thoufand yeares together, naked,fading, 

Vpon a barren Mountaine, and ftill Winter 

In ftormeperpctuall, could not moue theGods 

To looke that way thou wer’e. 

Leo. Goon, go on : 

Thou canft not fpcake too much, I haue deferu’d 
All tongues to talke their bittreft. 

Lord. Say no more; 

How ere the bufincftc goes, you haue made fault 
I th boldneflc ofyour fpccch. 

Pan. I am forry fort; 

All faults I make, when I fhall come to know them 

I do repent: Alas, I haue fhew’d too much 

The rafhnefic of a woman : be is toucht 

To th N oble heart. What’s gone, and what’s part helpc 

Should be paftgrcefe: Do not recciue affliction 

At my petition * I bcieech you, rather 

Let mebepumfhd, that haue minded you 

Of what you fhould forget. Now (good my Liege) 

Sir, Royall Sir, forgiue a foolifh woman ; 

The louc 1 bore your Qyeenc (Lo, foole againe) 

He fpeake of her no more, nor of your Children : 
lie not remember you of my owne Lord, 

(Who is loft too:) take your patience to you. 

And lie fay nothing. 

Leo. Thou didft fpeake but well. 

When moft the truth: which 1 reccyue much better, 
Then to be picticd of thee. Prerhee bring me 
T o the dead bodies of my Q^cene, and Sonne, 

One graue fhall be for both : Vpon them Hull 
The caufes of their death appeare (vnto 
Our fhame perpetuall) once a day,lie vifit 
The Chappell where they lye, and teares (liedthere 
Shall be my recreation. So long as Nature 
Will beare vp with this cxercifc, fo long 
Idaylyvowto vfeit. Come,andleademc 
To thefe forrowes. 


The Winters Tale. 


Exeunt 




Scarna Tertia . 


Enter Antiroms, a Ultarriner, 'Babe, Sbcept- 
\heard, and Clatent. 

Ant. [ hou art perfeft then, our fibip hath toucht vpon 
The De farts of Bohemia. 

tAfar. I (my Lord) and feare 
\ \ e haue Landed in ill time: the skies lookc grimly. 
And threaten prefent bltiftcrs. In my confcience 
The hcauens with that \vc haue in hand, areangry. 

And frownc vpon’s. 

Ant. Their facrcd wil’s be done: go get a-boord, 
Looke to thy barke,Ile not be long before 


I call vpon thee.i 

Mar. Make your befthafle, and go not 

Wfarre i’th Land: tis like to be lowd WcatIl 
Befides this place is famous for the Creature*’ 
Of prey, that keepe vpon’t. re * 

A nun. Go thou away. 

He follow inftantly. 

tAdar. I am glad at heart 
To be fo ridde o’th bufincftc. 

Ant. Come, poore babe; 

I haue heard (but not beleeu’d) the Spirits 0 vu. . 
May walke againe: iffuch thing be, thv Mork ^ 
Appear’d to me laft ni ght: for ne’rc was dr Ca * 

So like awaking. To me comes a creature ^ 

Sometimes her head on one fide, fome , nn l 
I neuer faw a veffcll of like forrow ^ 

So fill’d, and fo becomming: in pure white P u 
Like very lan&ity flic did approach ^ e * 

My Cabinc where I lay: thrice bow’d before*,. 
And (gafping to begin fome fpccch) her eves * 
Became two fpouts; the furie fpent anon 
Did this breakc from her. Good Amirtmt 
Since Fate (againft thy better difpofition) ’ 

Hath made thy perfon for the Thower-out 
Ot my poore babe, according to thine oath 
Places remote enough arc in Bohemia, 

There weepe and leauc it crying: and for the babe 
Is counted loft for eucr, Perdita 
I prethee call’t: For this vngcntle bufincftc 
Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne’re flialt fee 
Thy Wife Paulina mote: and lo, with ftmekes 
She melted into Ayrc. Affrighted much, 

I did in time col!e<ft my felfe, and thought 
This was fo, and no {lumber: Dreames, arc toyes 

Yet for this once, yea fuperftitioufly, ; ’ 

I will be fquar’d by this. I do beleeue 
Herr,none hath fuffer’d death, and that 
Apollo would (this being indeede theiflue 
Of King Polixenes ) it fhould heere be laide 
(Either for life, or death) vpon the earth 
Ofit’s right Father. Bloffomc.fpced thee well, 
There lye, and there thy charrafler: there thefe, 
Which may if Fortune pleafe, both breed thee (pretty) 
And ftill reft thine. The ftorme beginnes, poore wretd 
That for thy mothers fault, art thus expos’d 
To Ioffe, and what may follow. Weepe I cannot, 
But my heart blcctles: and moft accurft am I 
To be by oath cnioyn’d to this. Farewell, 

The day frownes more and more: thou’rt like to haue 
A lullabie too rough : I neuer faw 
The heauens fo dim,by day. A fauage clamor? 
Well may I get a-boord: Thivis the Chace, 

Iiam gonefor euer. Exit purfaed bjt'Bm 

Shep. I would there were no age betweene ten aw 
three and twenty, or that youth would fleep out the reft 
for there is nothing (in the betweene) but getting wen¬ 
ches with childe, wronging the Auncicntry, Healing 
fighting, hearke you now; would any but thefe boyldc- 
braines ofnincteenc, and two and twenty hunt this wca« 
ther ? They haue fcarr’d away two of my beftShecpCj 
which I feare the Wolfe will fooner findeithcn the Mai* 
fter; if any where I haue them, ’tis by the fca-fide, brou* 
zingofluy. Good-lucke(and’t be thy will) what haue 
we heere ? Mercy on’s, a Barnc ? A very pretty barne; A 
boy, or a Childe I wonder ? (A pretty one, a vcric pretcie 
one) fure fome Scape j Though I am not bookilh, yctl 
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~l / 'N i Mir\_i 7 


- —TTWaitine-Gcntlewoman in the fcape: this has 
<anf r e ftairc-worke, fome Trunke-worke,fome be- 
^ eent inre worke : they were warmer that got: this, 
h.^ no01 . Thing is heere. lie take it vp for pity,yet 
then «> e P f onnc come: he hallow’d but euen now. 

t|c tarry uli j 
\Vho»- ho ' hoa * 

Enter Clourne* 


The Winters Tale. 


285? 


Ifthou’ltfcca thing t© 


do. Hilloa,Ioa. 

1 ‘, What? art ft>r ,ecrc 
, w h-n thou art dead and rotten, come hither: 

thou, man? 

/v 1 haue feene two fuch fights, by Sea & by Land: 
r I’m not to fay it is a Sea, for it is nowtheskie, bc- 
wixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruft a bodkins 

P °£ P . Why boy, how is it ? 

Clo‘\ would you did hut fee how it cbnfes,how it ra- 
hov/ it takes vp the fhore,but th3t's not to the point: 
nh” the moft pitteous cry of the poore foulcs,fometimcs 
fee ’em, and not to fee’em: Now the Shippe boaring 
'heMoone with her mainc Mali , and anon fwallowed 
^ich yeft and ftoth, as you’ld thruft a Corkc into ahogf- 
head. And then for the Land-feruice, to fee how the 
Beare tore out his (boulder-bone, how hecridetomec 
for helpc, and faid his name was Antigonw ,a Nobleman: 
gut to make an end of the Ship, to fee how the Seaflap- 
dra«on’d it: but firft, how the poore foules roared, and 
thef’ea mock’d therotand how the poore Gentleman roa¬ 
red and the Beare mock’d him, both roaring lowder 
then the fea, or weather. 

Shcp. Name of mercy, when was this boy ? 
do. Now, now: I haue not wink’d fincc I faw thefe 
fights: the men are not yet cold vnder water, nor the 
Beare halfe din’d on the Gentleman: he’s at it now.' 

Ship. Would I had bin by, to haue help’d the olde 
man. 

do. I would youhadbeeneby the fhip fide, to haue 
help’d herjthere your charity would haue lack’d footing. 

Shep. Heauy matters,hcauy matters: but looke thee 
heere boy. Now bleffc thy felfe: thou met’ft with things 
dying,I with things new borne Here’s a fighc for thee: 
Looke thee, a bearing-doath for a Squires childe: looke 
thee heere, take vp, take vp(Boy:) open’t: fo, let’s fee,it 
was told me I fhould be rich by the Fairies. This is fome 
Changeling : open’t: what’s within,boy ? 

do. You’rea madoldcman: Ifthcfinnes of your 
Jtouth are forciuen you, you’re well to hue. Golde, all 
Gold. 

Shep. This isFaiery Gold boy, and ’twill proue fo: vp 
tvith’t, keepe it clofe: home, home, the next way. We 
areluckie(boy) and to bee fo ftill requires nothing but 
fecrecic. Let my ftieepe go: Come (good boy)thc next 
my home. 

do. Go you the next way with your Findings, lie go 
ee if the Beare bee gone from the Gentleman, and how 
much he hath eaten: they arc neuer curfl but when they 
arc hungry : if there be any of him lefc,Iie bury it. 

Shep. That s a good deed ; ifehou mayeft difeerne by 

that which is left of him, what he is, fetch me to th’figlac 
of him, 

, , ’ Marr y will I: and you fhall helpe to put him 

th ground. 1 r 

Shep. 'Tis a lucky day, boy, and wce’l do good deeds 

. Exeunt 


«ABus Quartus. Scena Trima. 


Enter Time, the Chorm. 

Time . I that pleafe fome, cry all: both ioy and terror 
Of good, and bad: that makes, and vnfclds error. 

Now take vpon me (in the name of Time) 

To vfc my wing*: Impute it not a crime 
To me, or my fwift paflage, that I Aide 
Orefixtecneycercs,and leauc the growth vntride 
Of that wide gap, fince it is in my powre 
To orcthrow Law, and in onefclfc-bornehowre 
Toplanr, and ore-whelmeCuftome. Letmcpaflc 
The fame 1 am, ere angient’ft Order was, 

Or what is now receiu’d. I witneffe to 
The times that brought them in, fo fhall I do 
To th’frefheft things now reigning, and make ftale 
The glittering of this prcfcnt,as my Tale 
Now feemes to it: your patience this allowing, 

I turne my glaffe, and giue my Scene fuch growing 
As yoii had flepc betweene : Leontes leauing 
Tl/effcdts of his fond icaloufics, fo grfceuing 
That he fhuts vp himfclfe. Imagine me 
(GentleSpe&ators) that I now may be 
In faire Bohemia, and remember well, 

I mentioned a fonneo’ch’Kings, which Fforiz,ell 
I now name to you: and with fpecd fo pace 
To fpeake of Per&ita ,now grownc ingracc 
Equall with wondering. What of her inlues 
I lift not prophefie: but let Times newes 
Be knowne when ’tis brought forth. A fhepherds daugh- 
And what to her adheres, which followes after, (ter 
Is th’argumenc of Time: of this allow. 

If euer you haue (pent time worfe, ere now s 
Ifneuer, yet that Time himfclfe doth fay. 

He wifhes carncftly, you neuer may. Exit. 


Scena Secunda. 


Enter Tofixenes, and Cami Ho. 

Pol. I pray thee (good Camillo) be no more importu¬ 
nate:’tis a ficknefle denying thee any thing: a death to 
grant this. 

Cam* Itisfifteene yceres fince I faw my Countrey: 
though I haue (for the moft part) bin ayred abroad,I de¬ 
fire to lay my bones there. Befides, the penitent King 
(my Mafter) hath lent for me, to whole feeling (orrowes 
I might be fome allay, or I oreweenc to thinkc fo) which 
is another fpurre to my departure. 

Pol . As thou lou’ft me (£amille ) wipe not out the reft 
of thy fcruices, by leauing me now: the neede I haue of 
thee, thine owne: goodnefle hath made : better not to 
haue had thee, then thus to want thee,thou hauing made 
me Bufinefies, (which none (without thee) can fuffici- 
ently manage) muft either ftay to execute them rhy feltc, 
or take away with thee the very feruices thou haft done: 
which if I haue not enough confidercd (as coo much I 
cannot) to bee more thankcfull to thee, fhall bee my ftu- 
die, and my profite therein, the heaping friendfhippes. 
Of that fatall Countrey Sicillia, prethee fpeake no more, 
whole very naming,punnifties me with the remembrance 

B b of 
















































































